

The Tragedie of Hamlet 

King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Oph. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they aske you 
what it rneanes, fay you this/ 

T o morrow is S* V alentines day. Song, 

All in the morning betime, 

And I a mayde at your window 
Tobcyour Valentine. 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber doore 
Let in the maidc,that out a maidc^neuer departed more. 

King . Pretty Ophelia. 

Oph . I ndeedc without an oath He make an end on’t 3 
By gisand by Saint Charific, 
alack and fie for fliame, 

Young men will don't if they come foo’f, 
by Cock they are too blame. * 

Quoth (he, Before you tumbled me, you promifd me to wed, 

(He anfwers.) So would I a done by yonder funne 
And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath fhebcenc thus? 

Oph . I hope all will be well, we muft be patient, but I cannot ebufe 
but weepc to tfeinke they would lay him i'th cold ground, my brpthcr 
fhall know of it, and fo 1 thankeyoufbr your good counfaile, Come 
my Coach, God night Ladies, god night. 

Sweet Ladycs god night, god night. 

King. Follow her clofe, giue her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deepc griefe, it fprings all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold, 6 Gertrard , Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they come not fingle (pyes, 

But in batfalians : firft her Father flaine, v 
Next, your fonne gone, and he mod violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remouc, the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts, and whifpers 
For good 'Tolonius death : and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to infer him : poore Ophelia 
Deuided from nerfelfe, and her faire iudgemcnf, 

V Vithout the which wc arc pictures, or mcere beads. 

Lad, and as much contayning as all thefc. 

Her brother is in fccrct come from Fraunce* 

Feeds on this wondcr ; keepeshimfdfe in clow des^ 



Prince of DenfflAY^c* 

«asfe=s 

W ‘ °° nTcarc • 6 my dearc Gertrard, this 

^ A««.i wkcr^my SrfST« them gwd .he 4oo,c 
your Mft 

And as the world were now but to begtnnc. 

Antiquity forgot, cuflome not knownc, 

The ratifiers and props of cuery^ord. 

The cry choofe we, Laertes flrall be King. 

Caps, hands, and tongues applau d it to the clou > 

Otitis is counter you falfeDanifh dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

Ml. Noletscome/m. 

Liter. I pray you giue me lcaue. 

ML We will, we will. A , .. v - 

Laer. Iihanke you, kcepc the doore, o thou vile Kin a , 

Giue me my father. 

Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
^ Euen heerc betweene the chart vnfmirchcd browe 
Of my true mother. 

' > Kitfg. What is the caufe Laertes 
t That thy rebellion lookesfo gyantlike J 
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